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the Free State thinkers might turn " agin the government " if all
the forces at Britain's command were hurled against Rory's
handful. " Fair play," demanded Dublin.

And where was Michael Collins ? Would he be forced to
blow his old friend and comrade sky high ? That was the
question that everybody asked. Meanwhile in the English
Parliament speeches continued to be made which infuriated
Free State champions, who said it was their show, and they
would not be dictated to by England.

I bethought me that the most interesting thing to do would
be to get into the Four Courts and interview Rory, and there
seemed to be not much time to lose. I went to Republican
headquarters (the strange thing was that a Republican head-
quarters remained unmolested, the root in fact of the Irish
revolutionary movement, allowed to carry on unhindered !) and
flourished my New York World credentials. They acted as a
kind of " Open Sesame." I insisted that it was enormously
important that I should get into the Four Courts. Someone
promptly looked up Sir John Ross in the telephone book (Sir
John being the Lord Chancellor of Ireland temporarily ousted
from his job by the requisitioning rebels). Sir John Ross's
telephone was answered by Rory. He said he would receive
me if I was at the gate within the hour. I started off im-
mediately, handed my Republican letter of introduction
through the bars, and begged not to be kept standing too long
outside. Thereupon the gate was unlocked and I was politely
given a chair inside. The yard was swarming with lads in
ordinary clothes wearing cartridge belts. Rifles clicked and
rattled and everyone joked and made merry. It seemed as if
a college of boys were playing at defending a fort. These
were, jn fact, playboys in every sense, playboys of the Western
World,

I had not long to wait. Someone fetched me and led me up
a wide stone stair in the heart of the domed building. Rory
O'Connor received me in a room that had a door with a glass
panel. He placed a chair for me facing the door; we were, I
felt, being observed. Next to him was a big revolver, and as
he talked he abstractedly arranged revolver bullets into military
formations.